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Reductions  Now 


Owr  ready  to  wear  Stock 
of  Suits  and  Overcoats 
reduced  for  immediate 
clearance,  actual  Saving 
on  each  purchase 


WEAR  GOOD  CLOTHES 

REXFORD  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 
CHICAGO 
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Love's  Old  Song ! 


You  kissed  Diane  last  night,  you  churl; 

You  kissed  me,  fool,  the  night  before 
And  said  you  loved  no  other  girl ; 

Well,  you  told  her  that  and  then  some  more. 
Ha,  she  fell  for  your  line  and  bait 

Until  today — I  set  her  right. 
So  please  don't  think  you're  going  great. 

Oh — how  about  a  date  tonight'' 

— Sparlan  Spasms 

"We're  here  half  an  hour  now,  and  haven't  been 
waited  on  yet!" 

"This  must  be  that  secret  service  they  talk  about." 

— Mercury 

Teacher:     Can  anybody  describe  a  worm? 
Sophisticated  Brat :    Yeh,  a  woim's  a  caterpiller  wot 
played  strip  poker. 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 

When  Adam  in  bliss 
Asked  Eve  for  a  kiss 

She  puckered  her  lips  with  a  coo 
With  looks  quite  ecstatic 
She  answered  emphatic 

"  I  don't  care  Adam  if  I  do!  " 

—  The  Burr 

Co-ed:     What's  the  matter  with  the  football  team^ 
Co-eddie :     A  couple  of  weak  end  parties. 

—  Wampus 


"There  is  Harold,  the  electrical  engineer,  on  his 
way  to  work  in  a  furniture  factory." 

"What  is  an  electrical  engineer  doing  in  a  furniture 
factory?" 

"Making  electric  chairs 

— Octopus 

Frosh:  Where  can  I  find  Washington's  farewell  ad- 
dress? 

Prof:  Look  in  a  list  of  cemeteries. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 

Salesman  (walking  into  office  where  man  is  in  hot 
argument  with  stenog) :  Manager^ 

Victim:  Hell,  no.  I  haven't  been  able  to  do  a  thing 
with  her  since  we've  been  married. 

—Pup 

Life  "behind  the  footlights"  may  be  glamorous,  but 
it  has  nothing  on  life  behind  the  headlights. 

— Spartan  Spasms 

Joe  Mope  says,  "Making  love  to  a  cold  woman  is 
like  playing  a  ukulele  with  an  ax." 

—  The  Burr 

"If  everything  else  fails,  a  woman  will  win  by 
tickling  a  man.  She's  been  a  rib  and  knows  how  it 
feels." 

— Octopus 

"Use  the  word  litanies  in  a  sentence.  " 
"The  man  slipped  and  litanies  backside." 
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Fair  One! 


May  Edginton,  in  the  February  College 
Humor,  begins  a  novel  that  is  a  rich  and 
genuine  study  of  a  girl  on  her  own.  Fair 
One.  It  begins  with  simple  people  .  .  . 
an  English  village  .  .  .  streets  with  the 
sunset  bloom  in  them  .  .  .  men  and 
women  who  knew  life  was  somewhere 
about,  but  didn't  much  want  to  find  it  out. 
It  quickens  in  pace;  employs  many  glam- 
orous, cosmopolitan  elements;  ends  in  an 
arpeggio-like  manner  that  is  certain  to 
delight  you. 

Also  in  this  big  February  issue  you  will 
find  Sailor  Love,  a  story  of  shore  leave  by 
John  V.  A.  Weaver,  soon  to  be  released  as  a 
feature  photoplay.  And  Richard  Connell, 
John  Ginither,  Mildred  Cram.  Jim  Tully. 
O.  O.  Mclntyre — besides  a  penetrating 
article  on  the  University  of  Chicago,  by 
Samuel  Putnam. 


ON  ALL  NEWS-STiiNDS 
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— PIERSON— 

SCHOOL  OF  COMMERCE,  Inc. 

The  Pioneer  College  of  the  North  Side 

ESTABLISHED    1910 

Extends  a  cordial  invitation  to  the  Students  of 
Northwestern  University  to  call  and  visit  the  new, 
elegant  quarters  of  the  Pierson  College  and  talk 
over  the  possibilities  of  Specialized  Business 
Courses  in  connection  with  University  Training. 

The  Pierson  Personalized  Method  enables  any 
ambitious  person  to  secure  any  of  the  following 
Business  Subjects  during  his  spare  hours  either 
Day  or  Night  by  combining  Home  Study  and 
Private  Instruction — 

Gregg  Shorthand  English 

Touch  Typewriting  Accounting 

Business  Correspondence 

Special  intensive  Shorthand  Classes  for  Uni- 
versity Students  conducted  m  our  Day  School. 
These  classes  complete  our  regular  Stenographic 
Course  in  twelve  weeks.  Your  registration  must 
be  made  in  advance. 

Bulletin  on   Request 

1105  Lawrence  Ave. 
3rd   FLOOR— AT  ELEVATED  STATION 


UPTOWN   CHICAGO 


PHONE      EDGEWATER       1301 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF  YOUR  OWN  SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


A  Qood  Murder  Witness 

Helen:  Im  afraid  I  got  too  much  of  a  buzz 
night.     1  wonder  if  I  did  wrong ^ 
Molla:  Don't  you  remember? 


on  last 


—  The  Wasp 

She  (long  distance) :  Now  really,  darling,  I  don't 
think  I  ought  to  come  down  this  week  because  it  will 
cost  you  so  much  and  you  will  have  to  simply  starve 
the  rest  of  the  year  and  you  will  want  to  have  good 
times  with  your  alumni  when  they  come  and  I  really 
don  t  think  I'd  better  come  down. 

He  (short  and  snappy) :  Say,  what's  this  Sonova- 
gun's  name? 

— Octopus 


Boot:  Speaking  of  women,  I 
as  well  as  the  other  kind. 
Recruit:  What  other  kind? 


ike  the  talkative  kind 


— The  Los 


TheDean  of  Women  defines  a  college  man  as  one  who 
can  see  a  pair  of  neatly  turned  ankles  while  driving 
through  a  crowded  street  on  a  Saturday  night  and  can 
not  see  a  freight  train  from  a  distance  of  ten  yards  with 
its  locomotive  as  big  as  Old  Main  and  a  string  of 
ninety-four  box  cars  attached. 

— Froth 

Phyllis:  Did  you  have  a  good  time  the  other  night? 
Irene:  Naw!  I  got  too  much  will  power! 

— X'oodoo 


Uncle:  What  course  are  you  taking  at  college!" 
Frosh:  The  easiest. 

—  The  Burr 

He:  Say,  you're  quite  an  amateur  at  kissing. 
She:  Think  so^    Well,  it  took  a  lot  of  practice  to  get 
that  "first  time"  effect. 

—  The  Log 

'95:  Give  me  a  little  kiss  will  you^ 

'04  (Co-ed) :  You're  just  like  all  the  men,  aren't  vou? 

'95:  Yes! 

"04:  Thank  heavens. 

— Froth 

"Well,  you've  got  to  say  one  thing  for  Bjinks.    He's 
trying." 
"Very." 

— Octopus 

"So  many  people  remark  about  my  resemblance  to 
that  lovely,  unfortunate  Marie  Antoinette.  " 

"Uh-huh,  just  another  girl  who  can't  keep  her  head 
on  her  shoulders." 

— \  oodoo 

He:  Do  you  see  that  big  brute  playing  guard'    In  a 
\ery  short  time  he's  going  to  be  our  best  man. 
She:  Darling,  this  is  so  sudden! 

—Biso 


Two 


There's  a  Reason 

She:  I'd  lo\e  to  go  to  the  prom. 
He:  That's  whv  1  asked  vou. 


'Vxe  a  good  mind  to  run  away." 
'I  thought  it  had." 
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Co-ed  ('phoning  down  from  her  room) :  Matron  ! 
Snippy  Matron:  Well,  what's  biting  you^ 
Co-ed:  That's  what  I  want  to  know. 

—Stone  Mill 

Friend  (meeting  the  Prince  of  'Wales  for  the  first 
time  in  two  years) :  I  say,  Princy  ole  chap,  you've  fallen 
off  some  since  I  last  saw  you,  what^ 

— Jester 

Mother:  W'hen  I  was  your  age  nice  young  girls 
never  held  a  young  man's  hand. 

Daughter:  Well,  nowadays  a  nice  young  girl  HAS 
to  hold  a  young  man's  hand. 

—  The  Siren 


I  love  the  ones  that  do 
I  hate  the  ones  that  don't, 
I  despise  the  ones  that  say  they  will. 
And  then  they  say  they  won't. 
But  the  ones  that  I  love  best 
And  I  know  you'll  say  I'm  right, 
Are  the  ones  that  say  they  shouldn't, 
But  you  know  damn  well  they  might. 

—  The  Burr 
"Haven't  I  seen  your  face  before^" 
"Probably.     I'm  not  in  the  habit  of  walking  around 

backward." 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 
"Betty  isn't  so  hot." 
"Oh,  she'd  do  in  a  squeeze." 
"She'd  do  what  in  a  squeeze^" 

— Sour  Oiii 
"Is  you  a  native  of  dis  heah  region^" 
"What  you  mean,  native^" 

"I  means,  was  you  livin'  heah  when  you  wuz  born, 
or  wuz  you  born  whilst  livin"  some  place  else^  " 

— Chaparral 

"So  you  asked  the  boss  for  a  raise,  did  you^    How 
did  you  come  out?  " 

"'The  French  windows." 

— The  \('asp 

He:  What  kind  of  lipstick  is  that^ 

She:  Kissproof. 

He:  Well,  rub  it  off,  we  got  work  to  do. 

—  The  Burr 

No  Fun 

"Vy  do  you  look  so  sad,  Moe^  " 
"My  vife  got  twins." 

"Dot's  fine,  now  you'll  get  a  raise,  vy  ain't  you 
heppy^" 

"Ve  only  planned  to  ha\e  two  kids. 

—  The  Medley 

It's  an  artificial  age  but  you  can't  say  that  the  co-eds 
aren't  giving  nature  a  chance. 

~Ski-U-Mah 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-months*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
I  and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12lh  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 
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EDGEWATER  1015 


RESERVATIONS  FOR  PARTIES, 
TEAS  AND  BRIDGE  CLUBS 


UPTOWN 
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1014  'Wilson  Avenue 
2nd  Floor 


DELICIOUS 

CHICKEN  SALAD   SANDWICH, 

PASTRY  AND  TEA,  75c 

YOUR  FORTUNE  WILL  BE  READ     S 
B     GRATIS  FROM   YOUR  TEA  CUP     J 

[j  HOURS:  11  A.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  U 

g  SUNDAYS:    4:30  P.  M.   to  10  P.  M.  9 


CAFETERIAS :  Page 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria 28 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 4 

CHURCH : 

St.  Luke's  Parish 4 

ELECTRIC: 

General  Electric  Company 6 

FLORIST: 

London's  Flower  Shop 32 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 28 

HOTEL : 

North  Shore  Hotel  2 

JEWELER:  '     '. 

Lee  Nelson 32 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Charter  House 32 


5 

31 

Rexford  &  Kelder           .            . 
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Aimer  Coe  &  Company 
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College  Humor    . 

1 

SCHOOLS: 

Moser  Business  College 

3 

Pierson  School  of  Commerce 

2 

STATIONERY : 

Chandler's 

5 

TOBACCO: 

Camel  Cigarettes 

Back  Cover 

Prince  Albert       .... 

Old  Gold  Cigarettes       .      . 

27 

TEAROOM: 

Gypsy  Tea  Room 


CAFETERIA 

ESTABLISHED  19C5 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily7:30  A.  M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 
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Going  Up 


They   tilt   their  chins, 

They    elevate    their    heels, 

They  build  up  their  faces. 

They  lift  their  eyebrows, 

They   turn   up   their   noses. 

They   raise  particular  Hell, 

Which  goes   to  prove,    that,   after   all, 

The    modern    girls    devote    some    of 

Their   time   to    "Higher   Things!" 

— Red  Cat 

Boss  (to  architect) ;    Can  you  draw  me  up  a  bridge!' 
Architect:     Say,   I'm  an  artist,  not  a  derrick. 

— Cynic 

"Heavy  date  you  had  last  night.  Have  a  good 
time?" 

"Rotten." 

"  Whatsamat  ? " 

"Did  you  ever  enjoy  a  book  with  the  last  chapter 
cut  out?" 

— Sour  Owl 

"  I  call  him  Remington.  " 

"Why^" 

"O,  he's  just  the  type.  " 

— Kitty-Kat 

"  What  I  really  like  about  a  girl  is  quite  intangible,  " 
said  the   idealistic  Freshman. 

"It's  quite  easy  to  see  you've  never  been  on  a 
pettingparty,"  replied  themore — er — materialisticone. 

— Punch  Boui 

Frosh:  Would  you  rather  die  with  your  shoes  on 
or  your  shoes  off^ 

Soph;     I'd  rather  die  with  them  on. 

Frosh:      Howcum? 

Soph:  So  I  won't  snub  my  toe  when  I  kick  the 
bucket. 

— Cynic 


First  Frosh:  Gee,  the  cops  dress  swell  here  in 
Evanston !     Look  at  that  one. 

Another  Child:  That's  not  a  cop;  that's  an  R.O.T. 
C.  officer. 

Doctor:  I'm  sorry,  you'll  have  to  be  operated  on 
for  appendicitis. 

Delinquent  one.     I  consider  that  a  cutting  remark. 

Under  the  Fig  Tree 

Eve  picked  fresh  costumes  every  day, 

And  changed  them  twice  or  maybe  thrice. 
Yet  Adam  had  no  bills  to  pay — 
O  Paradise!    O  Paradise! 

— Centaur 
Bosco:  I've  got  a  new  girl. 
Roscoe:  Oh,  yeh? 
Bosco:  Sure,  and  the  wife's  doing  fine,  thanks. 

— Spartan  Spasms 
Waiter:  Tea  or  coffee. 
Stude:  Don't  tell  me.    Let  me  guess. 

~~The  Pup 

"  To  what  does  your  father  attribute  his  success  in  the 
cabbage  business^" 
"He  uses  his  head.  " 

— Octopus 


Good  Clothes 

Styled  for 

College  Men 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

1716  Sherman  Avenue 

Two  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 
E.  S.  Ehmen,  '10  Wright  H.  Erwine,  '23 


TheNewBooksof/928 

Come  in  and  visit  our  book  shelves. 
It  will  be  worth  your  time  to  browse 
through  them  and  get  acquainted  with 
the  new  books  of  1928.  You  will  like  to 
read  between  semesters.  Four  leaders  are: 


Mind  Your  P's  and  Q's 

Jerome  S.  Meyer 

Red  Knight  of  Germany 

Floyd  Gibbons 

The  Mother — a  Nobel  prize  novel 

DeLadda 

Best  Plays  of  1927  Burns  Mantle 

At  present  we  are  taking  orders  for  Maurois' 
Disraeli,  one  of  the  greatest  books  ever  written 
and  to  be  published  shortly.  It  is  written  by 
the  famous  author  of  Ariel. 

Chandler's 

Fountain    Square 
5r  EVANSTON  ~^ 
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America  Discovered  for  $7200 

Old  records  show  that  the  cost  of  Columbus'  first 
expedition  to  America  amounted,  in  modern  exchange, 
to  only  $7200.  To  finance  Columbus,  Isabella, 
Queen  of  Spain,  offered  to  pawn  her  jewels.  Today 
word  comes  from  Spain  indicating  that  a  twentieth 
century  importation  from  the  new  world  is  fast  effect- 
ing a  sufficient  saving  to  ransom  many  royal  jewels. 
The  Spanish  Northern  Railway  reports  that  the 
American  equipment  with  which  in  1924  the  railroad 
electrified  a  mountainous  section  of  its  lines  from  Ujo 
to  Paj ares  has  accomplished  the  following  economies: 

1.  A  55%  saving  in  the  cost  of  power. 

2.  A  reduction  of  40%  in  the  number  of  engine  miles  for 
the  same  traffic  handled. 

3.  A  saving  of  73J'2%  i"  the  cost  of  repairs  and  upkeep 
for  locomotives. 

4.  A  saving  of  63%  in  crew  expenses. 

5.  A   reduction   of  31%    in    the   cost   of  moving  a   ton- 
kilometer  of  freight. 


The  substations,  overhead 
equipment  for  the  complete 
installation,  and  six  of  the 
twelve  locomotives  for  this 
particularly  difficult  and 
successful  electrification 
were  furnished  by  the  Gen- 
eral Electric  Company.  Gen- 
eral Electric  quality  has 
attained  universal  recog- 
nition; the  world  over,  you 
will  find  the  G-E  monogram 
on  apparatus  that  is  giving 
outstanding  service. 


In  every  part  of  the  world,  electricity  has  replaced 
less  efficient  methods  and  is  saving  sums  far 
greater  than  the  ransom  of  a  queen's  jewels.  You 
will  always  find  it  an  important  advantage  in  your 
work  and  in  your  home. 
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AS    LIBERAL    ARTS    CONCEIVES    THE    MEDICS 
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Volume  VIII 


JANUARY  1928 


Number  4 


L^Envoi 

{With  the  usual  to  Rudyard) 

When  the  earth's  last  dress  has  been  lengthened  (pro- 
vided the  styles  allow) 

And  skirts  are  hiding  the  insteps  that  scarce  hide  the 
step-ins  now, 

Girls  shall  rest,  and,  faith,  they  shall  need  to.  from 
tugging  away  at  the  hem 

Of  a  kilt  that  fails  to  cover  one  fourth  of  the  limbs  of  them. 

And  the  girls  ivhose  knees  are  too  bony  and  the  ladies 

whose  legs  are  a  fright 
Can  again  compete  with  the  coyest,  their  handicaps  hid 

from  sight. 
No  more  in  the  "L"  and  street  car  the  girls  in  the  opposite 

row 
\('ill  rival  the  opening  chorus  of  a  musical  comedy  shoiv. 

Then  the  men  shall  cease  from  their  looking  and  their 

wives  shall  sigh  with  relief, 
And  the  modest  maids  shall  be  gladdened  who  now  knoiv 

nothing  but  grief : 
And  there  shall  be  peace  in  Paris  till  the  modistes  concoct 

again 
Some   new   and   astonishing    method   of  exposing    the 

feminine  skin. 

G.  A.  B. 

A  northerner  passing  a  runclow  n  looking  place  in  the 
South,  stopped  to  chat  with  the  farmer.  He  noticed 
the  hogs  running  wild  and  explained  that  in  the  North 
the  farmers  fattened  their  hogs  much  faster  by  shut- 
ting them  in  and  feeding  them  well. 

"Hell!"  replied  the  southerner.  "What's  time  to  a 
hawg?" 


Selah ! 

At  a  drama  given  for  neglected  husbands  by  the 
Evanston  Women's  club; 

"  I  am  Goodness.  " 

"And  I  am  Mercy." 

Whisper  in  the  audience:  Lord,  hov\'  I'd  hate  to 
have  them  follow  me  all  the  davs  of  m\  life  ! 


POWDER 

(The  gospel  according  to  .Medbury) 

If  roach  powder  eradicates  roaches,  I  wonder  if  face 
powder  will  eradicate  a  face. 

Maybe  that  is  why  so  many  women  use  powder. 
The  poor  girl  uses  flour,  the  dark  girl  uses  cocoa,  and 
the  equestrian  uses  talc. 

A  century  and  a  half  ago,  men  and  women  powdered 
their  wigs.  Could  they — could  they  have  been  using 
insect  powder^ 

\len  have  taken  up  the  gentle  art  of  powdering 
immediately  after  shaving.  Some  men  must  shave 
eight  times  a  day. 

There  has  been  no  increase  in  the  output  of  powder- 
puffs  since  the  gentlemen  began  powdering.  Cream- 
puffs — of  course! 

Chorus  girls  apply  the  powder  in  such  large  quan- 
tities that  the  shiny  heads  in  the  front  row  soon 
become  dull.  And  it's  terrible  the  way  it  gets  in  the 
eyes.  Glasses  are  now  being  used  by  these  front-row 
men.  For  protection?  Who  ever  heard  of  opera 
glasses  being  used  for  protection ! 

Bought  a  package  of  sleeping  powders  yesterday. 
They  looked  cute  cuddling  together  sound  asleep  in 
the  box.    But  what  gets  me  is  what  are  they  good  for^ 

The  Minute-Man  carried  a  powderflask.  Today  the 
up-to-the-minute  man  carries  a  flask  and  a  box  of 
powder.  No  wonder  you  see  so  few  bright  looking 
faces ! 

— R.  R. 


'How  did  the  sketchers'  contest  come  out!'  " 
'A  Draw." 

Be  Seated 

Ah,  I  have  felt  the  pleasure  and  the  thrill 
Of  sinking  in  a  deeply  cushioned  chair. 
While  dreamily  I  ivatched  the  actor's  skill 
Beguile  me  from  all  thoughts  of  woe  and  care. 
And  I  have  sat  on  boxes  and  on  kegs 
To  watch  the  schoolboys'  funny  football  game: 
W/iy  /  have  sat  on  thrones,  on  stools,  on  eggs, 
On  tacks,  and  many  antique  chairs  of  fame. 
.Although  I've  been  in  chairs  both  high  and  deep, 
There's  nothing  in  my  life  that  can  compare 
With  once,  when  I  in  church  was  half  asleep — 
/  sat  upon  a  seat  that  xcas  not  there. 


[VlOlRTIHWiL/TIEDrN  f^ilJIQIPILI^  ip^B^J 


"Hear  me  out,  pussyflop,  since  you  are  so  gifted  in 
eugenics,  tell  me — if  a  University  of  Chicago  student 
should  marry  a  University  of  Illinois  co-ed,  what 
would  theirchild  be?" 

"Outta  luck!" 


^^^p) 


Food  Fever 


I   must  go  doivn  to  the  kitchen  now,   to  the  fragrant 

kitchen  and  neat, 
And  all  I  ask  is  a  bit  of  bread  with  butter  and  something 

sweet, 
— A  [yiece  of  toast,  a  crusty  roll,  no  matter  what  it  be, — 
And  a  cup  of  coffee  ebon  black,  or  a  sip  of  amber  tea. 

I  must  go  down  to  the  kitchen  now,  for  profs  are  deuced 

hard. 
And  books  await  me  on  my  desk  to  try  the  soul  of  a  bard; 
So  all  I  ask  is  a  steaming  cup  to  cheer  me,  give  me 

strength. 
And  keep  my  head  from  nodding  till   I  have  absorbed 

their  length. 

1  nuist  go  down  to  the  kitchen  now,  a  sneak-thief  through 

the  night: 
I  shall  be  careful  not  to  irake  the  household  with  a  light. 
And  all  I  ask  is  a  bit  of  lunch  to  stay  me,  ward  off  sleep. 
And  then,  when  these  exams  are  past,  a  slumber  sweet 

and  deep. 

B,  F.  H. 

"So  you're  interested  in  foreign  relations!    Are  you 
a  politician?" 

"  Ach,  nein;  ich  bin  ein  family  man." 


Fable  of  the  Corn-Fed  Mamma  Who 
Got  a  College  Education 

Now  it  seems  there  was  once  a  Dumb  Filly  from  a 
Bush  League  Metropolis  known  as  Sawbuck  Centre, 
who  decided  that  a  little  Culture  would  be  a  Big 
Asset  on  cold  winter  Evenings.  So  she  packed  up  her 
Prayerbook,  Hot  Water  Bottle  and  the  Knitted  Wool 
N4ittens  that  her  Aunt  Samanthy  gave  her  last  Christ- 
mas and  set  out  for  College.  By  some  Miracle  of 
Providence  she  got  through  the  Entrance  Exams  with 
one-fifteenth  of  a  percent  to  spare  and  started  flinging 
the  Proceeds  of  a  Second  Mortgage  on  the  Old  Home- 
stead to  the  Balmy  Zephyrs. 

For  three  Months  she  Tip-toed  around  the  Campus 
like  a  Cat  in  a  strange  Alley,  collecting  sundry  A's 
and  things  and  attending  Vespers,  Epworth  League 
and  other  Savage  Rites.  When  Christmas  came  she 
returned  to  the  Old  Home  Town,  filled  with  Pride  and 
Pronouns  and  talking  Constantly  of  an  Honorable 
Mention  in  Greek.  But  she  was  Disappointed  to  find 
that  the  Yokels  in  the  Tall  Corn  Belt  were  unim- 
pressed with  her  Scholastic  Achievements.  Instead 
of  Congratulations  and  Praise  all  she  collected  was  a 
Flock  of  assorted  Yawns.  After  studying  Tonsils  for  a 
week  or  two  she  finally  Tumbled  to  the  Fact  that 
she'd  missed  Something. 

She  spent  the  rest  of  the  Furlough  getting  next  to 
herself  and  returned  to  the  Campus  imbued  with  the 
Desire  to  do  Big  Things  and  make  a  Name  for  herself. 
She  found  a  Cross-eyed  Tonsorial  Artist  who  properly 
Mangled  her  Topknot  until  it  possessed  a  weird 
Cubistic  Effect.  Then  she  hied  herself  to  the  Drug 
store  and  purchased  a  new  Face.  She  in\ested  in 
some  Glad  Raiment  and  began  to  wear  Kilts  just  long 
enough  to  escape  the  Clutches  of  the  Minions  of  the 
Law. 

As  a  Finishing  Touch  she  re-vamped  the  Line  that 
had  gained  her  Distinction  in  High  School  and  began 
to  cross  her  Legs  in  Classes.  This  Display  of  Hole- 
proof gained  her  a  Date  with  a  Fast  Stepper  and  her 
Technique  in  the  Gentle  Art  of  Necking  gained  her  a 
Campus-Wide  Reputation.  She  was  dated  up  two 
Weeks  in  advance.  Made  a  Sorority  and  within  two 
months  was  being  referred  to  as  a  Brazen  Hussy  by 
every  Heifer  on  the  Society  Roster. 

She  married  the  Son  of  a  Prominent  Bootlegger  and 
went  back  to  Sawbuck  Centre  in  a  Packard  Straight 
Eight  to  lift  the  Four  Mortgages  on  the  Family  Hay- 
stack. 

MORAL;  If  all  Farmers  sent  their  Daughters  to 
Northwestern  they  wouldn't  need  the  McNary- 
Haugen  Bill. 


"What's  all  that  noise  in  the  kitchen" 
"That's  mother  making  pound  cake.  " 


Ten 


Two  Rah!  Rah!  Boys  Foregather  at 
Home 

■'Say,  Bill,  how's  the  Delta  Phi  Betas  at  North- 
western? Do  they  rate  with  the  Omicron  Phi  Psis  or 
the  Gamma  Nu  Alfs?" 

"Well,  they're  about  the  same  speed  as  Sigma 
Sigma  Sigma  or  even  Delta  Tau  Omegas,  a  little 
keener  than  the  Nu  Nu  Gammas  and  not  so  hot  as  the 
Phi  Alpha  Chis." 

"Now  over  at  the  U.  we  Sigma  Betas  go  over  like  a 
ton  of  iron.  The  Epsilon  Phis  might  he  a  little  ritzier, 
hut  the  rest  are  holding  the  old  burlap  for  us — the 
Chi  Chi  Chis,  Phi  Epsilon  Thetas,  Pi  Phi  Delts,  the 
— in  fact  the  whole  mob." 

"Well,  regardless  of  where  you  go,  the  Upsilon 
Upsilons,  Delta  Uffs,  and  the  Phi  Lambda  Pis  are  on 
top,  not  to  mention  the  Tri  Booms,  the  Whack  Whack 
Whacks,  and  the  Theta  Nudes." 

The  immediate  male  parent  of  Bill  had  been  listen- 
ing attentively.  He,  poor  agricultural  soul,  leaned 
over  and  whispered  into  his  wife's  ear:  "Raw,  hecker, 
Mirandy,  thet  thar  son  of  ourn  hez  shurr  larnt  his 
furrin  langgidge  at  thet  thar  collidge  o'  hisn !" 

G.  B. 

Mother:     I  came  into  the  room  and  there  was  my 
son — my  boy — dead,  DEAD — 
Hushed  voices :    Good  Gawd ! 
Mother:     There  he  was — dead  drunk. 


'^i^V^ 


Burnt  Cork  Papa 

Gen'man  ob color:  Whatsamattah,  honey,  dat  you 
ain'  been  lubbin'  me  lak  you  used  to? 

Brunette  Lady:  Firey  papa,  dat's  because  I'se  been 
hearing  so  many  bad  stories  'bout  you.  Mmmmm, 
mmmmm!     What  things  you  isn't  been  doin'! 

G.  O.  C:  Don'  you  believe  em,  gal:  don'  you  be- 
lieve a  word  ob  'em.  Dey  is  all  zagerations;  I  isn't  as 
black  as  Lse  painted! 


•■\H^ 


DPO?      ^EIC6     A     ^O/^- 


"  What'll  I  give  Gloria  for  her  birthday^  " 
"Does   she   smoke?" 
"Yes.    Three  packs  a  day.  " 
"Then  give  her  some  sheet  music.  " 

Scientific  Note 

An  elderly  lady,  going  through  the  zoo,  was  much 
intrigued  by  the  appearance  of  the  hippopotamus. 
Walking  all  around  the  animal,  she  eyed  it  specu- 
latively, then  took  her  parasol  and  poked  it  in  various 
points  of  zoologic  interest. 

The  keeper,  observing  her  at  her  work,  rushed  up 
and  grasped  her  by  the  parasol. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Madam,  by  poking  that 
animal?    he  demanded. 

"Officer,"  said  the  old  lady,  "there's  a  question  Ld 
like  to  ask  about  that  animal.    Is  it  male  or  female?  " 

The  keeper  looked  her  over,  pityingly. 

"Madam,"  he  replied,  "what  difference  could  it 
possibly  make,  except  to  another  hippopotamus?  " 


To  an  Evanston  Sidewalk 

O,  hollowed  street  whereon  my  feet  have  tread, 
With  quickening  pace  at  times,  en  route  to  class, 
Or  with  an  ambling  gait  which  others  pass, 
It  is  of  thee  I  think  with  troubled  head. 
For  years  you've  done  your  daily  service  well, 
And  willingly,  I  wot,  you  don't  complain. 
But  bare  your  concrete  face  to  sun  and  rain, 
And  never  stoop  an  idle  tale  to  tell. 
The  generations  pass  and  years  go  by, 
But  still  you  linger,  although  bowed  with  age. 
Your  face  is  lined,  an  ancient  history's  page. 
I  view  your  sunken  jaws  and  heave  a  sigh. 
But  when  it  rains,  and  I  splash  hose  with  slime, 
I  think,  O  walk,  that  you  have  served  your  time! 

B.  F.  H. 
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A  SEVEN  days'  fast  had  preceded  the  staff  meeting  and  Polly  himself  opened  it  with  prayer.  Various 
alleged  humorists  lolled  on  the  tabletops,  others  were  strewn  in  thoughtful  poses  upon  the  floor;  and  in 
the  air  was  the  sound  of  high  debate.  L.eap  year — and  what  to  do  with  the  e.xtra  day!' 
In  the  heat  of  argument  many  estimable  suggestions  were  aired.  One  pediculous  gentleman  opined  that 
the  odd  twenty-four  hours  might  be  admirably  employed  in  getting  down  to  a  little  serious  drinking,  but  Polly 
overruled  that  overture  because  e\eryone  knows  fire-water  can't  he  had  in  Hev\ingston,  land  of  the  Gods. 
Another  said  a  Tuesday  evening  at  the  State-Congress  would  be  well  spent  and  withal  might  work  wonders  with 
our  literary  style.  And  yet  another,  a  wag  of  metaphysical  turn,  met  a  foolhardy  death  proposing  that  the 
loose  hours  be  spent  in  study. 

To  calm  this  gross  spirit  of  dissension,  Polly  arose  and  instituted  a  season  of  short  sentence-prayers  (with 
able  support),  whereupon  the  motley  gathering  was  miraculously  blessed  of  a  great  outpouring  of  the  Holy 
Spirit;  divine  fire  descended  from  the  empyrean,  loosening  tongues  so  that  wise  words  were  made  to  flow — and 
when  the  ecstasy  abated  it  was  revealed  to  scaleless  eyes  that  the  odd  day  should  bear  fruit  in  a  Humor  Number, 
whether  that  broke  with  tradition  or  not.   .   .   . 

'With  a  new  light  shining  on  their  faces  the  various  alleged  humorists  hoisted  carcass  and  went  their  se\-eral 
ways  rejoicing,  though  one  of  a  sceptical  bent  who  evidently  had  been  reading  Emerson  was  heard  to  mumble: 

"We  are  the  Joker  and  the  Joke.  " 

Tirelve 


Cut 'Price  Humor  —  and  Up 

MANY  people  whom  we  know  to  be  intelligent  and  whose  opinions  we  respect  say  that  college  comics  in 
the  main  are  boresome,  nay,  insupportable.  They  say  that  all  that  is  necessary  to  the  usual  issue  is  a 
dozen  hamstrung  puns,  a  score  or  two  of  decrepit  jokes  feeble  with  use,  some  lame  verse,  and  a  sprinkling  of 
amateur  cartoons  depicting  the  female  leg  in  sundry  poses.  Embodied  in  these  items,  they  say,  are  the  in- 
variable and  insufferable  allusions  to  gin,  necking,  and  movie  "  fraternity-life,"  puerile  girl-addiction  and  vapid 
comment  thereon.     A  name  is  picked  at  random  for  the  number ;  a  force  of  men  waste  their  time  printing  it. 

On  the  face  of  it  we  regret  to  say  that  these  accusations  can  be  substantiated  by  browsing  through  a  pile  of 
miscellaneous  comics.  Too  easy,  it  seems,  to  throw  an  issue  together  out  of  one's  mental  leavings  and  call  the 
result  a  magazine. 

One  publication  not  far  from  Northwestern  has  revolted,  officially  declaring  the  "college  joke-book  '  dead, 
and  has  changed  its  policy  to  light  and  frothy  comment  on  contemporary  events  in  the  manner  of  the  metro- 
politan fortnightlies.  Away  with  the  pun  and  the  wise-crack — for  where  you  find  them  you  will  find  the  old 
style  comic. 

We  are  not  of  such  little  faith.  We  admit  the  partial  wisdom  of  such  a  course,  but  are  far  from  admitting  it 
was  inevitable.  The  drafty  shrewdness  of  Artemus  Ward  and  John  Kendrick  Bangs  is  still  blowing  about  the 
States  and  it  serves  to  moisten  the  drier  winds  of  lightly  cynical  chatter.  If  we  are  to  be  more  sophisticated, 
then  we  will  also  hold  there  is  much  good  in  a  balanced  handling  of  what  was  good  in  the  old  tradition.  And  if 
humor  must  be  coldly  disdainful,  satirically  aloof,  it  may  as  often  be  lusty  and  raucous. 

So  we  put  forth  our  Humor  Number,  knowing  its  faults  as  well  as  its  virtues,  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be 
blatant  or  searching  at  turns,  boisterous  or  subtle,  admittedly  nonsensical  or  preciously  whimsical — yet  always 
pleasing.  Let  us  have  the  belly-laugh  with  the  dry  laugh,  the  guffaw  with  the  chuckle,  the  snort  with  the 
cluck,  the  satirical  sneer  with  the  wry  smile — yet  always  a  hint  at  the  blessed  chortle.   .   .   . 


V^}\,erein  Polly  Is  Outsmarted 


WE  are  late  in  telling  this,  but  it  is  the  tale  of  how  we  lost  the  chance  of  having  a  mascot  which  would 
probably  have  been  the  first  one  of  its  kind  in  the  queer  history  of  college  comics.  We  knew  that  "Doc" 
Evans,  the  genial  chairman  of  the  Student  Board  of  Publications,  had  a  new  daughter  at  his  house  and  we 
thought  it  hadn't  been  named.  With  ulterior  motives  at  heart,  we  entered  the  lists.  Now  Ruth  and  Betty 
and  Marian  and  Kay  and  sometimes  Lura  and  Mary  Evelyn  are  favorite  feminine  handles  with  us,  but  we 
passed  them  all  by  in  favor  of — Polly  (reason  unnecessary). 

In  the  fullness  of  time  we  rambled  over  to  Doc's  office  in  the  Chem  lab,  armed  with  this  suggestion  for  his 
paternal  consideration,  and  gnawed  all  the  while  by  a  half-conscious  fear,  entirely  unjustified,  that  the  wee 
arrival  might  fall  heir  to  some  terrifying  cognomen  such  as  H2S04,  albeit  that  that  would  be  too  many  initials 
for  even  an  Evans  to  sign  and  besides  a  trifle  sulphurous. 

But  all  too  late — she  had  been  named.  It  is  Elizabeth  Ann.  It  is  Elizabeth  .  .  .  Ann  for  now  and  evermore. 
We  choke  down  a  selfish  sob  and  we  bow  to  the  will  of  Heaven.  With  a  sublime  gesture  of  abnegation  we  raise 
our  right  claw  and  pronounce  our  blessing  with  the  prophetic  wisdom  that  only  an  aged  Polly  possesses. 


'mm^j 


A  Promise  and  a  Threat 

THOSE  who  are  connoisseurs  of  things  collegiate  will  tell  you,  if  they  are  close  students  of  the  local  scene,  that 
March  bears  on  its  new  breezes  a  lusty  intellectual  revival  reminiscent  for  the  few  days  that  it  lasts  of  the 
quaint  zeal  of  the  Mediaeval  student.  The  lissome  co-ed,  more  prone  to  fritter  away  her  hours  in  idleness, 
goeth  forth  with  a  stack  of  books  under  her  arm,  including  a  couple  of  the  latest  Outlines  of  Everything,  and  she 
seemeth  even  lost  in  thought  for  whole  minutes  together.  Her  once  care-free  boy-friend  is  not  at  her  side,  for  he 
poundeth  his  pate  in  search  of  the  All-of-Reality  in  some  remote  attic.  Faddist  book  stores  do  a  phenomenal 
trade  in  the  latest  in  scientific  philosophy  and  all  manner  of  soul-histories. 

The  well-spring  of  this  sudden  flood  of  wisdom  is  not  far  in  the  hunting.  The  sobering  memory  of  a 
winter's  labor  lingers  in  the  air,  and  the  bodily  humors  are  still  too  congealed  to  be  set  astir  by  the  first  calls  of 
springtime  romance.  The  year,  too  young  for  the  reign  of  pure  fancy  and  riot,  is  yet  not  too  old  for  a  little 
pseudo  brain-cudgeling.  There  is  nothing  for  it  but  a  weak  cosmic  speculation  while  the  campus  welters  in  a 
Saturnalia  of  popular  culture.  The  Spring  dances  then  have  the  task  of  ironing  out  the  absurd  wrinkles  from  a 
thousand  pretty  brows,  and  the  young  moon  of  dissipating  a  thousand  muddled  opinions. 

This  present  editorial  outburst,  however,  is  not  a  bit  of  facetiousness  at  this  solemn  hour  preceding  the 
finals;  it  is  an  announcement  that  when  with  popular  assent  campus  culture  flowers  for  its  brief  hour,  Polly  will 
not  be  found  wanting;  a  veritably  cerebrum-smashing  number  with  all  the  meaty  trimmings  is  planned  for  that 
time.     And  let  all  confessedly  literary  publications  beware. 


[^|OlRTll^l\VV!E,f  TIEDIN  piUIDPILF  pMEQT 


Qeorge 
CreaVs 


CoO' 
Coos 


It  is  announced  that  "The  Mask 
and  the  Face"  ivill  folloiv  "She 
Stoops  to  Conquer"  at  the  Qood- 
man  Theatre.  Looks  like  a  com- 
plete reversal  of  form. 

1 

Oh,  let  us  drop  a  thoughtful  tear 
For  dear  Professor  Povah. 

He  got  so  tight  on  Xmas  night 
He  thought  his  name  ivas  Rovah. 


Embarrassing  Moments 

Emb.  mom.  statistician, 
Emb.  mom.  bureau, 
Emb.  mom.  square. 
People: 

I  am  an  elevator  operator  in  the 
Knitwitz  Building.  Thursday 
morning,  Mr.  Knitwitz  himself,  the 
owner  of  the  building,  stepped  into 
my  lift.  "Top  floor,  Dan,"  he  said 
as  he  handed  me  my  morning  cigar 
(he  had  only  smoked  a  couple  of 
inches  off  of  the  end).  "Yes,  sir!" 
I  responded,  briskly.  I  always 
strive  to  make  a  good  impression  on 
Mr,  Knitwitz,  as  I  hope  to  be  some 
day  promoted  to  the  express  ele- 
vators. To  resume:  "Top  floor, 
Dan,"  he  said  as  he  handed  me  my 
morning  cigar  (he  had  only  smoked 
a  couple  of  inches  off  of  the  end). 
"Yes,  sir!"  I  responded  briskly. 
Imagine  my  embarrassment  when 
I  suddenly  discovered  that  I  had 
forgotten  to  stop  at  the  top  floor! 
Dan  McGreugh. 


Mr.  Frisby's  Monthly 
Message 

Washington,  Iowa: 

I  pause  for  a  moment  of  respite 
and  introspection  from  my  inter- 
esting and  lucrative  work  of  dem- 
onstrating vacuums,  but  some 
brutal  one  implants  a  kick  to  the 
rear,  and  I  push  on  with  my  work. 

My  sole  thought  as  I  toil  night 
and  day  at  vacuum  demonstration 
is:  What  can  Frisby  do  to  make 
the  hard  life  of  a  vacuum  more  so  ft!' 
Why  is  it  that  the  lowly  vacuum, 
being  silent  and  unprotesting. 
should  be  forced  to  live  on  a  diet  of 
riff-raff  and  fuzz  from  under  the 
bed?  Answer  me  that  and  you 
have  solved  the  problem  of  human 
happiness.  I  ponder  and  ponder 
and  ponder,  and  then  a  thought 
comes  fighting  its  way  through  the 
far  reaches  of  my  intelligence.  The 
thought  is:  Frisby,  you  must 
stimulate  the  milk  of  human  kind- 
ness, Frisby,  you  must  enter  upon 
a  program  of  scattering  sweet- 
meats upon  the  carpets  of  life,  that 
the  lowly  vacuum  may  absorb 
them,  and  having  absorbed,  may 
repay  you  an  hundred-fold. 

So,  my  message  today,  dear  folks 
out  yonder  in  the  seething  world, 
is  this:  Continue  to  seethe:  yes, 
seethe  as  you  may:  but  do  not  neg- 
lect to  drop  now  a  nickel  and  then 
a  dime  upon  the  floor,  so  that  the 
hard-working  vacuum  demonstra- 
tor may  pick  them  up.  Yea,  even 
dollar  bills,  or  five  dollar  gold  pieces 
would  not  be  amiss  nor  amile,  for 
even  a  vacuum  must  live,  and  night- 
club checks  run  into  big  money 
these  days.  Also,  the  vacuum  often 
needs  a  new  spare  tire. 

With  these  cheery  words,  I  bid 
you  a  merry,  merry  Xmas  and  a 
joyful  New  Year.  My  resolution 
for  this  January  1th  is:  Flood 
relief  for  the  congressmen  this 
year,  no  floods  next  year. 
Albert  J.  Frisby, 

Congressman-at-large, 

Leavenworth,  '20. 


Monthly  Bulletin 

Hasn't  happened  yet 

// 

Another  ivell-known  egg,  ive  hear. 
Is  Doctor  Freddy  Kaye. 

He  gives  his  English  students  C  s, 
WTien  they  think  they  should  get  As. 

HI 

And  still  another  ogre  dire 
Is  good  Professor  Brown. 

He  rides  his  bike  around  the  place 
And  runs  the  co-eds  down. 

IV 
But  let  us  deeply  sympathize 
With  Raymond  Asa  Kent. 
He  thought   that   he  was   coming 
along. 
Then  found  that  he  had  ivent. 


TEK  mEHT5  WA  BAff-ROOM 

have  0boc  me  dowh!  hi55f  d 

Mariners'  Notice 

White  flag  at  night. 

Sailor's  delight. 
Red  flag  at  morning. 

Sailor's  warning. 

Adam  Scofflaws 
Tribune 

Up  betimes  and  to  the  listerine 
gargle,  after  which  advance  to  the 
breakfast  table  and  do  make  brave 
show  of  chuckling  my  hen  par- 
tridge 'neath  the  chin,  whereupon 
she  wax  exceeding  testy,  and  rim 
me  out  smartly  for  omitting  ma- 
tinal  buss.  Methinks  this  most 
unfair,  but  fall  to  eating  of  hen- 
fruit,  when  do  discover  mighty 
portion  of  shell  therein,  which  do 
make  right  rasping  noise  as  it  slide 
down  my  gullet.  Set  to  choking 
and  sputtering,  whereupon  my 
pretty  dame  do  opine  that  I  might 
furnish  towels  with  the  shower 
bath,  thus  griping  me  sore.  So  to 
the  printery  in  rare  humor. 

Famous  Last  Words 


Charlie     Paddock: 
choose  to  run. 


I     do    not 
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Lucian  and  Hermotimus 

"Hermotimus.  what  did  you  get  out  of  college!"" 

"Nay,  dad;  you  mean  how." 

"  If  that  is  easier  to  answer,  how  did  you^" 

"  I  did  well,  thank  you,  and  how  did  you?" 

"Answer  me !    Did  you  have  pull ^" 

"No,  dad;just  lotsof  bull." 

"Evidently  you  havent  been  burning  the  midnight 
oil." 

"You're  mistaken:  that  roadster  you  gave  me  cer- 
tainly came  in  handy." 

"What  happened  to  that  roadster"?" 

"She's  in  heaven,  dad." 

"You  mean  she's  wrecked?" 

"No,  sir;  we  were  going  over  the  hill  to  the  poor 
!  ouse,  when,  like  Elijah,  she  went  upon  high.  " 

"Well,  where  in  hell  is  the  car!"" 

"Not  hell,  dad;  heaven.  " 

"Let's  get  down  to  earth.     Where  is  it?" 

"  I  have  it." 

"  You  still  have  the  car^" 

"No,  I  still  have  my  sex  appeal.  " 

"Tell  me,  son,  what  happened  to  the  car.  " 

"All  right,  dad.  I  spilled  some  lemonade  on  the 
hood  and  the  paint  came  off." 

"Yes^" 

"And  now  it's  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  being  touched  up." 

"We've  been  talking  half  an  hour  and  you  haven't 
told  me  a  thing." 

"So  that's  it,  did  you  hear  the  one  about — " 

"  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  of  your  college  jokes.' 

"There's  two  kinds  of  college  jokes — the  kind 
you're  allowed  to  print  and  the  kind  you  laugh  at.  " 

"What  about  the  professors'  jokes?" 

"Oh,  they're  the  kind  we  laugh  at,  and  the  kind 
that  we  can  print,  but  they  are  not  low  enough  for  our 
ideals.  " 

"Did  you  work  on  the  humor  magazine!"  " 

"No,  the  last  editor  v\ent  crazy  and  died." 

"Why  did  he  die'" 

"People  humored  him.  " 

"Tell  me,  son,  what  did  you  get  out  of  college?" 

"One  library  book,  one  microscope,  and  one  wife." 

"Egad!    Are  you  married!*" 

"Oh,  that  wasn't  my  wife.  " 

"Whose  was  it?" 

"Lot's;  and  believe  me  she  was  no  pillar  of  salt.  " 

"You're  not  the  same  little  boy  that  I  used  to 
know." 

"You're  probably  thinking  of  my  cousin  Johnnie.  " 

"  I  mean  you've  changed  in  these  four  years." 

"Let's  hope  so.    I  changed  them  twice  a  week.  " 

"A  fine  ad\-ertisement  you  are  for  a  good  American 
family!  " 

"That's  using  the  old  soap,  dad'  I  suppose  you'd 
like  to  clean  me  up.  " 

"  Ld  like  to  kick  you  out  of  here." 

"Fine;  if  you  feel  like  using  your  feet,  here's  some 
bills  to  foot." 

"Thank  God!  My  son!  He  has  not  changed."  R.  R. 


A  man  on  pleasure  bent  usually  returns  broke. 


Prof '  etically  Speaking 

She  sits  enraptured  while  he  talks 

On  economic  questions, 
Discusses  life  in  all  its  walks 

And  varied  occupations. 

She  smiles  at  jokes  as  dry  as  dust: 

She  frowns  as  if  to  ponder 
On  problems  great:  she  feels  she  must 

Although  her  thoughts  do  wander. 

She  shyly  lifts  a  timid  hand 

To  offer  a  suggestion, 
And  sighs  ivhen  with  a  manner  bland 

He  says  there's  no  connection. 

She  suffers  on  through  trial  and  strain. 

And  tries  as  best  she  can 
To  make  him  see  that,  sun  or  rain, 

.A  prof  is  still  a  man! 

Math  Prof:    Do  you  know  anything  about  radicals? 
Banker's  Son:     I  ain't  no  bloody  Bolshevik,  sir! 
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STUDY    IN    TREPIDATION 


Fifteen 
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"\V'(?//,  /";■  goonish  shake!     Ish  ol 
''How  dare  you!     Such  impertiner 
"F'r  Goshakes,  can  t  you  even  takt 


Sixteen 


z.     How  arya,  Good  Looking?' 


Seventeen 
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"Do  you   know  the  difference  between  man  and 
woman?" 

"Yes;  money." 


It  was  during  the  heavy  fighting  on  the  Western 
Front  on  a  dark  night.  Two  Germans  had  been  sent 
out  intoNo  Man's  land,  and,  becoming  separated,  each 
took  shelter  in  a  different  shell  hole.  A  cry  came  from 
one  of  them:  "  We  been  shot  in  the  leg."  The  other 
found  him,  though  he  could  not  see  him,  and  carried 
the  injured  fellow  towards  the  trenches. 

On  the  way  back  they  were  fired  upon,  cannon  shot 
whizzed  past  them,  and  without  the  knowledge  of  the 
helping  Heine,  the  injured  one's  head  was  blown  off. 

Upon  returning  to  the  trenches  and  seeing  the 
headless  body,  the  German  lost  his  temper ; 

"Damn  that  liar!  Here  his  head  is  blown  off  and  he 
had  told  me  that  he  was  shot  only  in  the  leg!" 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood:     Why,  Grandma'     What 
makes  your  mouth  so  large  ^ 
Wolf:    I'll  bite. 

White;  I  want  you  to  build  an  extension  at  right 
angles  to  the  length  of  the  main  building.  That's 
what  I  mean. 

Black :     The  ell  you  mean. 

— And  Gray  got  the  job. 


Ode  to  a  Hat 

/(  is  only  a  four  year  old  bonnet. 

Though  the  seasons  have  treated  it  rough, 
And  the  shade  of  its  lost  glory  lingers 

In  a  manner  pathetically  tough: 
In  its  youth  it  ivas  handsome  and  jaunty 

With  a  brim  of  sophistical  turn 
But  its  grandeur  has  long  since  departed 

And  will  never  completely  return. 

It  was  grey  with  a  debonair  smoothness 

And  a  very  meticulous  crease, 
The  band  and  the  lining  were  spotless — 

An  ultra  and  fashionable  piece: 
But  noiv  you  would  never  suspicion 

As  its  uneven  contours  you  lamp, 
That  it  ever  was  perched  on  the  noggin 

Of  anyone  else  but  a  tramp. 

Its  brim  is  doivntrodden  and  iveary 

And  possessed  of  a  dropsical  bent. 
Its  crown  has  a  sad  looking  color 

With  a  rather  indefinite  dent. 
Its  lining  is  listed  as  missing: 

The  band  has  a  cynical  slump 
And  the  whole  has  a  Jaded  appearance 

That  speaks  of  the  Evanston  dump. 

But  to  me  it's  a  sacred  possession 

That  I  love,  idolize  and  adore 
(Though  the  brethren  may  think  it  a  football 

When  I  park  it  ofttimes  on  the  floor) : 
And  I  wear  it  to  dates  and  to  dances, 

To  classes  and  games,  for  I  feel 
It  tops  my  collegiate  scenery 

In  a  way  that  is  truly  ideal. 

0  Hat'  You  may  long  for  the  ragbag 

And  feel  you  have  earned  your  repose 
But  there's  many  a  season  you'll  weather 

W'/ii/e  draped  on  the  bridge  of  my  nose; 
.And  you'll  never  be  burned  or  be  buried — 

.As  the  Health  Office  warned  me  to  do — 
For  I'll  pass  up  Fedoras  and  Derbies 

And  cling,  Dearest  Bonnet,  to  you. 


C.  A. 


"Ah,  puzzlepuss,  how  I  mourn  the  censoringof 
those  'art'  magazines.     I  miss  them  so,  don't  you?" 

"Nay,  nay,  doololly,  not  at  all — I  work  in  a  sorority 
house." 


Eighteen 


The  Rush  Party 


Settings  by  Gollidern. 
Titles  by  Andsell  Cheep. 

Scene : 

A  sorority  living-room  on  a  cold,  stormy  night  in 
January  or  June — take  your  choice.  A  number  of 
girls  (I'll  bet  they're  sorority  sisters)  are  draped  over 
the  lounge  in  various  positions.  Strangely  enough, 
none  are  standing  on  their  heads  tonight.  A  blazing 
fire  is  roaring  in  the  grate.  However,  things  are  just 
as  hot  outside  the  grate  as  inside. 
Curtain: 

A  light  step  is  heard  outside  and  then  a  gentle  knock 
on  the  door;  and  by  this  quietness  the  girls  know  that 
it  can't  be  one  of  their  sisters.  Dolly  Duffle  does  the 
monkey  hop  towards  the  door  and  opens  it,  having 
stumbled  and  fallen  only  once  on  the  way. 

Dolly:     C'min. 

(At  this  point  a  sweet-faced  little  girl  with  long 
golden  curls  enters — age  probably  7  years,  as  close  as 
I  can  estimate  it.) 

The  girls  espy  her  at  once  and  rush  madly  to  her 
ensemble,  rending  the  air  with  terrific  screams: 
"Join!"  "Join  us!"  "Join  the  Tri  Dams!"  One  of  the 
dear  sisters  whose  voice  is  hoarse  and  high  above  the 
others  screams:  "Here's  a  pledge  pin!  Put  it  on  her! 
Hold  her!  Stop  her!"  Sisters  keep  crowding  in  from 
every  door  and  all  try  to  get  their  hands  on  the  be- 
wildered girl.    Some  faint. 

Dolly:  Stop,  girls!  Let  me  handle  this  case.  (To 
the  little  girl)  iVIy  little  one.  as  you  probably  know  , 
Tri  Dam  is  the  best  sorority  in  the  world,  bar  none. 
We  hold  everything  on  the  campus.  Here  in  the 
house  is  the  editor  of  every  publication — 

Little  Girl:     Wh-wh — 

Doily:  Hold!  That's  not  all — we  have  had  every 
prom  queen  for  fifty  years.  (People  are  crowding  in- 
side and  now  multitudes  are  gathering  outside,  e.x- 
tending  for  blocks  away.)  We  hold  every  champion- 
ship there  is  and  some  that  ain't,  including  thewomen's 
cross  country  from  here  to  Bangor,  Maine.  We  hold 
first  place  in  scholarship  and  besides  our  pin  is  the 
prettiest  on  the  campus.  Join  the  Tri  Dams'  What 
ya  say  ? 

Little  Girl  (busy  picking  up  shreds  of  her  cloth- 
ing):  Why— why  I  don't  know.  I  live  ne.xt  door, 
and  mother  wants  to  know  if  she  can  borrow  a  half 
cup  of  sugar. 

(Pandemonium  breaks  loose  among  the  Tri  Dams 
and  also  among  the  audience.     50,000  killed.) 

Curtain  falls  but  is  not  injured  G.  B. 


Ex-convict:  My  life  has  been  filled  with  trials  and 
tribulations. 

Ex-husband:  And  mine  has  been  filled  with  trials 
and  contributions. 


t)WofOa» 


'What  shall  I  do  for  my  falling  teeth? 
'Use  tooth  paste. " 


'^m4 


"And  did  you  hear  that  bomb  explode^"' 
"No,  my  wife  was  talking  to  me.  " 

All  work  and  no  play  makes  jack,  and  lots  of  it. 

"Our  maid  left  us.  " 

"Why?" 

"I  gave  her  a  rug  to  beat — and  she  beat  it." 

Jerry:    How's  you  suggressing  with  yu'  portahing;" 
Fossit:    Bo'  that's  whe'  ah  shine! 

"We  will  now  hold  the  insulation  of  officers." 

"Installation,     not     insulation." 

"You  may  be  right,  but  these  are  live-w  ire  officers.  " 

Modern  mother  opening  a  cigarette  case:  "Well, 
it's  time  for  baby's  cigarette.  " 

Father:  "What  do  you  mean  letting  our  child 
smoke  cigarettes?  " 

Mother:  "Why.  my  dear,  since  I've  let  him 
smoke,  he's  gained  an  octave  in  this  past  week.  " 


Nineteen 
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"What  about  'The  Ordeal  of 
Richard  Fex-erel? 

"Have  you  read  it?" 

"Yeh." 

"Then  you've  experienced  the 
ordeal." 


I'm  in  Love  Again 

Now  I  am  in  love  again: 

It's  awful  queer; 
I ,  who  always  used  to  feign 

At  love  to  sneer. 
There's  nothing  extra  'bout  her  face, 

Her  figure's  fair; 
Her  conversation  needs  some  grace, 

But  I  don't  care. 
For  her  my  love  I  must  declare, 

My  heart  ordains  it. 
Her  father  is  a  millionaire — 
Maybe — 

That  explains  it. 


Frosh  (over  the  "phone):  Can  I 
have  a  date  with  you  to  our  formal  ? 

"Veteran  Prom-trotter:  Never 
heard  of  you. 

Frosh:  I'm  Joe  Smilch,  a  pledge 
over  at  the  Monahoocan  House. 

Veteran:  But  I  can't  go  with  a 
baby! 

Frosh  (tenderly):  Oh-h-h,  par- 
don me — I  didn't  know  .... 

Mary  said  a  little  damn, 

She  said  it  all  in  play; 
But  with  that  one  forgetful  oath. 

She  threw  her  soul  awav. 


m^ 


Romance 

Roniance — ahhhhh!    that's    ivhat    I 

wants! 
I  ivant  somebody  to  love. 
Somebody  to  care  for  me; 
Life  is  so  tiresome 
And  boresome, 
What  excitement  do  I  get? 
Golly,  but  it's  a  dull  life. 
Slow,  dreary,  unromantic  life, 
\\"riting  for  this  blamed 
"Love  Story  Magazine.  " 

Nells:  With  what  are  these  dates 
stuffed  T 

Bells:  Nuts. 

Nells:  Stop!    Fll  not  stand  your 
/        speaking  to  me  that  way. 


The  Chinews  relates  of  a  tonsorial 
artist  in  Russia  who  did  weave  a 
mighty  pretty  tapestry  depicting  the 
siege  of  the  Winter  Palace  at  St. 
Petersburg  in  1917,  said  masterpiece 
being  concocted  entirely  of  particles 
of  human  hair  gleaned  from  his  in- 
frequent customers.  We  imagine  he 
had  to  fall  back  on  dandruff  for  the 
snowstorm. 


I 


Open  All  Night 


Julian  was  a  heretic  and  Bill  was 
orthodox  and  true  to  the  old 
Patriarchs  of  Palestine  in  race  as 
well  as  in  creed.  In  the  heat  of 
argument,  their  words  fell  about 
the  trustworthiness  of  Holy  W'rit. 
Having  disposed  in  a  neat  fashion 
how  Jonah  couldn't  have  lived  as 
long  as  he  did  in  a  fishs  bio- 
chemistry, Julian  dragged  up  Moses 
and  his  bringing  forth  of  the  two 
tablets  of  law  upon  Mount  Sinai. 

"And  do  you  really  swallow  all 
that  about  Moses"  breaking  those 
two  tablets^"" 

"Sure  he  did." 

"Aw,  Bill,  that"s  foolish.  Why 
should  a  man  do  that^"" 

"Why!  Weren't  bricklayers  get- 
ting a  good  fifteen  bucks  a  day?" 


He:  I  can  see  the  lo\elight  shin- 
ing in  your  eyes,  dear. 

She:  Don't  kid  me,  papa,  the 
taillight  is  w  hat  you"re  looking  for, 
but  my  stoplight"s  still  working. 


As  Helyn  the  Wilmette  Cleo  Says: 

"Never  Mistake  Asthma  for  Passion" 
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"If   men    have   Adam's   apples, 
what  do  women  have?" 
"Goiters." 

And  Be  l^ate  at  That 

Ford  predicts  an  airplane  that 
will  go  four  hundred  miles  an  hour. 
It  will  be  used  by  students  who 
have  to  go  from  Fisk  Hall  to  Patten 
Gym  in  ten  minutes. 


Co-ed  Axioms 


I.  Give  and  really  live. 

Too:  Familiarity  breeds  fra- 
ternity pins  and  such. 

III.  \\'here  there's  a  will,  there's 
usually  a  housemother. 

4.    Do  others  as  they  do  you. 

Fife:  Take  off  today  what  you 
have  to  wear  tomorrow. 

VI.  Neither  a  drinker  nor  a 
petter  be,  'cause  both  dull  the 
chance  for  husbandry. 

7.  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
for  they  still  have  some  thrills 
coming. 

IX.  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn 
for  they  shall  collect  insurance, 

II.  Blessed  are  the  meek,  for 
they  shall  inherit  the  caveman. 

One  doxen:  Ye  believe  on  him, 
believe  also  on  me — becuz  what's 
a  fraternity  brother  between 
friends'? 

1 3 .  You  can  lead  a  man  to 
water,  but  you  can't  make  him 
wash. 

XIV.  What,  no  spinach!  Then 
pass  the  terrapin. 

15.  Try  to  make  the  most  out  of 
life  and  everybody  else. 

Sweet  sixteen:  Take  me  at  my 
word  and  miss  half  your  life. 

7teen.  Out,  out,  brief  candle! 
Love's  a  lot  blinder  in  the  dark. 

XVIII.  Lips  that  touch  liquor 
shall  never  touch  mine  (not  often, 
ennahow). 

And  finally:  In  the  spring  a 
young  man's  fancy  is  so  dam  un- 
certain. M.  P.  H. 


Visitor :  Oh,  what  a  pretty  parrot ! 
Does  Polly  want  a  cracker?  Huh? 
Polly  want  a  cracker? 

Parrot:  No,  you  big  sap.  Polly 
wants  an  oyster  cocktail  and  some 
chicken  chowmein. 

Higher  Mathematics 

Auto — Autonomy — Autopsy. 

"Ah!  "  said  the  freshman,  "I've 
found  a  use  for  the  Undergradutes' 
Manual,  "  as  he  shoved  it  under  the 
dresser  leg  to  balance  it. 


He:  Where  d'ja  get  the  can? 

She:  Christmas  present  from  the  pater. 

He:  Quite  a  surprise,  I'll 

She:  Gosh,  yes!     He  never  ivill  get  over  it. 


Twentv-tu'o 


The  Professional  Humorist 
Qoes  to  Heaven 

"So,  you  want  to  come  in  here?"  asked  Saint  Peter, 
flicking  the  long  ashes  from  his  pipe  with  a  graceful 
gesture  that  threw  his  whole  powerful  being  into 
strong  relief. 

"Yes,  I  do,"  said  the  little  man,  with  tonsilitis. 

"This  is  Hea\en,"  remarked  Saint  Peter,  gravely, 
"  27Q  million  miles  from  the  earth.  Imagine  a  railroad 
train  going  90  miles  an  hour.  When  would  it  get  here  ? 
I  ask  you,  when'?  Or  imagine  a  child  running  at  the 
rate  of  73  miles  a  minute.  Try  that.  Just  imagine 
it.  It  would  take  598  million  years  not  counting  for 
stops  at  filling  stations.       Imagine — " 

"I'd  like  to  come  in,"  said  the  man,  taking  off  his 
green  hair  net. 

"  Imagine  a  horse  going — why  just  imagine  a  horse 
at  all !    Why,  it's  just  all  too  wonderful !" 

"I'd  like  to  come  in,  "  said  the  man,  combing  his 
beard  with  a  long  toothbrush. 

"Ah,  "  cried  Saint  Peter,  "a  customer!  Tell  me, 
friend,  have  you  sins  on  your  conscience?  My  private 
sin-exterminator  will  take  care  of  that.  And  a 
Shampoo  for  wicked  thoughts — " 

"Stop!  I  may  not  be  good-looking,  "  sighed  the  man, 
"but  thank  God,  Impure!  " 

"What  were  you  in  life^  "  asked  Saint  Peter,  "and 
have  you  a  match?" 

"I  was  a  humorist,"  came  the  hesitant  answer, 
hesitating  as  it  came. 

"I'll  have  to  ask  the  rest,  "  Saint  Peter  said,  dubi- 
ously. He  turned,  and  entered  the  gilded  portals. 
"Moses!"  he  called.    "Abraham,  Isaac  and  Jacob!  " 

"Yes?"  cried  a  deep,  bored  and  weary  voice.  In 
fact,  it  even  sounded  tired,  besides. 

"A  humorist!"  said  Saint  Peter,  in  a  stage  whisper. 
Sounds  of  joy  immediately  swept  the  place. 

"Great  guns!"  shouted  Moses,  appearing  in  a 
white  nightgown.  "Come  right  in,  fellow!  I  haven't 
heard  a  good  joke  for  three  thousand  years!"  He 
linked  arms  with  the  little  man.  "Start  right  now, 
young  fellow!" 

"Well,  two  fellahs  were  traveling  in  a  Pullman," 
began  the  gag-man,  "and  the  porter — " 

They  disappeared  into  Heaven.  Intermission  for 
3  minutes.  Sounds  of  wrath,  followed  by  the  sudden 
appearance  of  the  humorist,  flying  through  mid-air. 

"  I  heard  that  one  four  thousand  years  ago!'  called 
Moses'  voice. 

"And  I  was  noted  for  my  originality!"  thought  the 
humorist.  As  he  flew  by.  Saint  Peter  called  to  him, 
"Do  you  smell  that  terrible  smelH  " 

"Yes,  what  is  it?  "  shouted  the  humorist,  rapidly 
disappearing. 

"Business,  "  said  Saint  Peter.  "It's  rotten.  You 
know,"  he  added,  musingly.  "You're  the  first  fellow 
that  wanted  to  come  here  in  years.  And  now  they 
throw  you  out!'  But  the  humorist  was  by  now,  far, 
faraway.    In  fact,  he  was  at  Hell. 

"A  humorist!"  said  Satan^  gleefully.  "A  humorist, 
as  I  live  and  breathe !  " 

"Surely  I  was  not  meant  for  this!  "  said  the  humor- 
ist, arriving  in  a  heap. 

"Oh,  I'm  just  simply  dying  to  hear  some  of  your 
funny  stories!"  said  Satan.  "But  they  must  be  hot 
ones!  " 

"Don't  grab  me  like  that!"  said  the  humorist. 
"  I  bruise  easily." 

But  at  length  he  was  persuaded.    "Yes,  I'll  tell  you 


From  left  to  right,  the  portly  gent 

Who  knows  the  wicked  city, 
And  avidly  his  orbs  are  bent 

Upon  the  milkmaid  pretty. 
The  damsel  that  you  see  above 

Purports  to  be  the  lady 
Whom  pastorals  are  written  of 

Where  country  lanes  are  shady. 
And  last  in  order  comes  the  cow 

With  gaze  that's  true  though  double. 
We  have  the  stage  and  actors;  now 

Develops  all  the  trouble. 
You  read  the  heavens  wrongly,  sir, 

Who  look  for  aught  that's  frisky; 
The  man  is  Just  a  bootlegger 

Contracting  for  some  whisky, 
The  cow  is  made  of  cardboard  truck. 

The  dame's  a  clever  Jill, 
The  scene  is  laid  in  old  Kaintuck 

Nearb\  a  rustic  still. 


my  best  story,  "  he  said,  broadly,  in  fact,  at  length. 
"'It  seems  there  were  two  Chinamen — " 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  Satan.  And  the  humorist  talked 
and  talked,  because, — dear  reader,  he  had  been  paid 
by  the  word,  "and  so  the  Siamese  fellah  said  ' yes '  and 
then  Dedalussaid  'no"  and  then — '" 

And  on  and  on  and  on,  in  fact,  on  and  on.  "And 
so,  "  said  the  humorist,  "the  Chinamen  said,  that 
ain't  no  lady — "" 

But  Satan  was  awfully  disappointed  because  the 
joke  was  so  bum,  so  when  the  humorist  was  done, 
they  all  roasted  him.  A.  B. 


Twenty-three 


I  Love  Me/ 

As  1  gaze  into  your  eyes 
They  remind  me  of  the  skies 

So  blue, 
I  love  your  curly  hair, 
Dear,  I  really  care 

For  you. 

Your  lips  as  red  as  blood, 
As  curving  as  rosebud — 

/  really  think 
In  beauty  you  excel 
{But,  alas!     The  mirror  fell 

Into  the  sink). 

M.  P.  H. 

The  perennial  divorcee  doesn't 
have  husbands;  just  habits. 

Last  Word  in  Description: 

She  is  the  i<ind  of  girl  you  would 
rather  sit  across  from,  than  sit  next 
to. 


The  revival  was  at  its  height 
when  a  stout  bald  old  sinner  dashed 
to  the  mourners'  bench  and  cried 
out  in  a  loud  voice:  "More  than 
the  hairs  of  mine  head  have  thy 
blessings  been,  O  Lord!  " — and  was 
mortified  because  the  pretty  chor- 
ister laughed. 


"1  think  I'll  buy  the  university." 
"And  why?" 

"To    get    out    of    tuition    ne.xt 
semester.  " 


Thought  for  Today 

Headline:  STAND  ON  FLOOD 
UP  TO  CONGRESS.  Figure  that 
out. 


When  I  came  to  school 

At  eight  o'clock, 
was  sleepy  all  morning. 
But  now  I  come  to  school 
At  one  o'clock, 
And— 
m  sleepy  all  afternoon. 


Musings  of  a  Two- Year-Old: 

I  wanna  do  things. 

I'm  tired  of  playing  with  papa's 
watch. 

Guess  I'll  get  a  spoon  and  pound 
bumps  on  the  dishpan ;  that  will 
make  mama  wake  up  and  take 
notice  of  me. 

Oh,  no!  There's  the  cat.  Guess 
I'll  drink  his  milk. 

Gosh!  Mama's  awake.  I  had 
better  start  stroking  the  cat. 

Mama's  smiling  at  us  now.  Ain't 
we  the  cutest  little  dickeneses^ 


Ruth  worshipped  her  Abiathar 
As  one  of  the  Holy  Quad. 
I  found  this  out  when  he  was  drunk, 
For  she  said  "Oh,  my  God!" 


Tivertty-four 


|\pmy\\\ViE/TiEQrNpuiDPiLirpM6Ql 


Introducing  Professor  Dinkledam 

In  response  to  an  urgent  demand  on  the  part  of  the 
student  body,  the  Purple  Parrot  is  printing  a 
Personal  Advice  column.  This  department  will  be 
handled  by  the  well-known  Professor  Dinkledam  who 
has  formerly  served  as  representative  of  the  American 
Hairpin  Society  to  the  Fiji  Islands.  Professor  Dinkle- 
dam will  give  sage  advice  on  any  question,  and  kindly 
urges  that  the  students  confide  to  him  those  little 
problems  that  lie  nearest  to  their  hearts.  Address  all 
matter  to  the  Purple  Parrot. 

Dear  Professor: 

I  am  in  the  most  serious  kind  of  trouble.  Last 
month  I  became  angered  at  my  roommate  and  tender- 
ly tapped  him  on  the  head  with  a  crowbar.  Of  course, 
it  killed  him,  and  it  evidently  annoyed  the  police,  for 
they  arrested  and  con\icted  me.  One  week  from 
today  I  am  to  be  electrocuted.  Oh,  Professor,  what 
shall  I  do!"  Fred  Felterbelt 

My  dear  Felterbelt: 

Your  troubles  are  very  simple  ones,  indeed.  Do 
just  as  I  direct  and  your  problem  will  be  solved.  I  am 
sending  you  two  packages  marked  number  1  and  num- 
ber 2.  Open  number  1  and  take  out  the  small  pills 
which  you  will  find.  Take  one  of  these  pills  each 
night  before  retiring.  However,  on  the  night  before 
your  electrocution,  open  package  number  2.  Therein 
you  will  find  a  pint  bottle.  Drink  the  contents  of  this 
bottle  which  is  carbolic  acid,  and  the  small  matter  of 
electrocution  will  not  bother  you  any  longer. 

Dinkledam 
Dear  Professor: 

At  this  moment  while  I  am  writing,  my  face  is 
streaked  with  tears,  and  my  paper  is  fast  becoming 
splotched.  I  have  gone  steadily  with  Bill  for  three 
years  and  have  been  engaged  to  him  twice  that  long. 
But  recently  I  heard  that  he  was  keeping  company 
with  other  women.  Last  night  I  verified  this  rumor 
when  I  saw  him  walking  down  the  street  with  another. 
Now,  Professor,  this  is  my  question:  What  is  a  good 
recipe  for  crabapple  jam?  Susie  Bitterroot 

Dear  Susie: 

Woe  on  a  man  like  Bill!  I  sometimes  believe  that 
men  like  him  have  no  principles  whatever.  I  can 
truthfully  say  that  Bill  has  no  judgment — that  he 
never  uses  his  head.  He  should  have  taken  precau- 
tions against  you  when  he  went  out  on  the  street  with 
other  women.  In  answer,  I  would  say  that  crabapple 
jam  is  best  when  made  with  crabapples. 

Dinkledam 

Tourist :    Where  will  I  turn  i 

Ohioan:  Turn  twenty  miles  before  you  get  to  a  red 
and  yellow  barn. 


lilflf'TMlf^iMll 


Pedagogue:  And  now,  Dardanella,  my  dear,  you 
tell  the  rest  of  the  class  what  we  mean  by  "poetic 
license." 

Dear,  sweet,  little  Dardanella:  Of  course,  teechurr, 
why  them  is  the  littul  animals  that  make  the  poet 
scratch  his  head." 


St.  Peter:     Who's  there? 
Voice  without ;     1 1  is  I . 

Peter  (peeved) :     Gettoutta  here,  we  don't  want  any 
more  school  teachers. 


LIGHT  WHINES  AND  LICKERS 


Twenty-five 


And  That^s  That 

Blessings  on  thee,  college  girl — 

Bare-legged  vamp  with  shingled  curl, 

With  thy  red  lips,  trained  to  call 

Smeared  by  '"Tangee  ' — kissed  by  all. 

Pleated  skirts  through  which  we  see 

Not  so  much,  transparently. 

No  brassiers  'neath  your  slim  shoulders — 

Lord,  what  a  shape  when  you  grow  older. 

Still  we  love  you,  silly  brat. 

Lean  back'    Kiss  me'    There — that's  that! 

— Centaur 

"Why  is  everybody  asking  so  many  questions  about 
Hazel  lately?" 

"Oh,  she  always  keeps  her  boy  friends  in  the  dark." 

— Chaparral 

"Say,  gal,  are  raw  oysters  healthy?" 
"Well,  I  never  heard  one  of  them  complain." 

— Mercury 

There  was  a  young  girl  in  Madrid 
Who  said,  "No  I  don't" — but  she  did. 

So  need  I  explain 

Why,  whenever  in  Spain 
A  party  was  thrown,  she  was  bid^ 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 

Barber:  You're  losing  quite  a  bit  of  hair.  In  fact, 
you're  getting  bald  in  spots.  Have  you  tried  our 
wonderful  hair  tonic? 

Irritated  Collegian:  No.  that  isn't  the  cause. 

— Pl0 


Collegiate 


y^P^ 


Booster:  See  the  large  building  on  our  right? 

Stranger:  Yes. 

Booster:  Did  you  notice  it  was  on  our  left  when  we 
came  downtown? 

Stranger:  Yes. 

Booster:  Well,  that  gives  you  some  idea  how  quickly 
our  city  changes. 

— Jester 

Sailor  (instructing  lubber) :  Now  take  a  bight. 
Lubber:  My  Gawd!    I  quit!    Nobody  kin  force  me 
to  eat  rope! 

—Stone  Mill 

"Is  she  a  nice  girl?" 

'I  11  say  so.    The  other  night  when  she  dreamt  of  an 
auto  ride  she  walked  in  her  sleep." 

— Wampus 

"Move  over  closer  to  me.  " 
^^Didn't  I  tell  you  I  was  a  lady." 
"I  don't  care  what  you  were." 

— Voodoo 


"Your  son  bane  be  de  idol  of  your  family,  ya?" 
"Ya,   ya,   he  bane  been  idle  now   for  twanty-one 
years."  — Medley 

"Varsity  Man  No.  60:  Why  don't  I  get  into  any  of 
the  games? 

Coach:  I'm  saving  you  for  the  junior  prom. 

— Chaparral 

"Dot  has  gone  out  with  a  blind  from  Dartmouth. 
What  do  you  think  of  that^" 
"I  don't  think.     I  shudder." 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 

"Ella's  a  sheikess." 

"What  do  you  mean,  sheikess^  " 

"Sheikessed  me  twice  last  night.  " 

— Sour  Oui 

Teacher:  Isadore,  give  me  a  sentence  with  So\iet  in 
it^ 

Izzy:  Dere  was  notting  on  the  table  but  some  ham 
so  ve  et  that. 

—Pup 

Trespassing 

Frosh  (to  his  co-ed  girl  friend) :  Say,  Mary,  tell  that 
fellow  to  take  his  arm  away  from  your  neck. 

Mary:  Tell  him  yourself — he's  a  perfect  stranger  to 
me.  "   ■     -^Medley 


The  Age  Old  Problem 

To  wed  or  not  to  wed — 

That  is  the  question. 

"Whether  'tis  better 

To  remain  single 

And  disappoint  a  few  women — 

For  a  time; 

Or  marry 

And  disappoint  one  woman 

For  life. 

— Centaur 

The  old  moth  and  flame  act  is  over,   everybody 
wants  to  be  the  flame. 

—The  Puppet 

He:  I  love  you,  I  love  you,  I  love  you,  I  lo\e  you, 
I  love  you. 

Demure  Lass:  Well  for  cryin'  out  loud,  kiss  me,  w  ill 
yuh^ 

—Pup 

Lady  Diner:  What  is  the  matter  with  this  lobster, 
waiter? 

Waiter  (looking  at  gentleman  partner):  My  dear 
madam,  how  should  I  know? 

— Wampus 


Twentx-six 


^pIRTll^lwy  lE/TlEIQ^  I^UIDPILIF  pAIRIQOT 


Movie  of  a  Man  Formulating  His  New  Year's  Resolutions 


By  BRIGGS 


^INICOIWG  TO  SPEND  MORE 
AFTER  f^OON'b  AT  THE  OFFICE 
NE><T  Su^^^A£R...■l'v/6 
WASTED  TOO  MUCH 
TIME    ON    GOLF  " 


*<Vl  GOtNC    TO  JTf^X    HOME 
With  thE:  wif-e    noR-E  nights, 

CUT  1  PON'T  see  WHY  5P£ 
HAiPTO  CO  TO  "TI+^T  Ct-Ut3 
MeeriNC     TONIGHT" 


*BUT  TH^T'5  PLftYiNO  TWE 
N&VM  YE(\t4.'s  REiOUUTloN 
THING    TOO     STROhJC  ....  A. 

I^P>NS     cot    to    HA.\(G:    h 

i-\TTU£    pue^^uKe  out  o^ 

t-|f=E  " 


"rn  OFF  THE    5''-^^0R.D^Y 

IVIOHT      PoKEE     <jAM&,Toq. 
TH(AT    T3UIVCH    OF    ROldaet?^ 
SOR^    NlCliEp    t^E    FOR 
PUSNTY     THE   l-A-iT     THREE 
.yESSlOM-S  " 


"TIM     5ftYS     HE*5    GOiroO    TO 
COT    Down    on     ni<> 
i?rnoiciMC      TRis     Xe^'R" 


"ANy   IF    YOU    STKK  ~V 
COUOt),  TH-t^   can't 
yoo....   (MOT  f^  couc 
IN    (^CA^LOAD.    I'LU 
TELU    THE    VJOIiLD." 


O   OUO 
A  UR.-T 


)  1927,  P.  Lorillard  Co.,  hst.  176U 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


Twenly-seven 


[\piRllH\V\V'E/T!EDfN  (lUlDPILF  pAlKIQOT 


Every  Meal 
a  Good  Meal! 


Come  to  the  Library  Plaza 
Cafeteria  where  the  daily 
selection  of  delicious 
specials  makes  lunching  or 
dining  always  delightful 
and  economical. 


LIBRARY  PLAZA 
CAFETERIA 

Orrinwton  Ave.  South  of  Church  Street 


Open  6  a.  m.  to  7:45  p.  ni.  daily,  including  Sunda 


AT 
SUN  DOWN 

WHERE'S  YOUR 
CAR? 


^;^COURTESY\    \jy  SERVICE  J  j^ 


STORAGE  with  MAINTENANCE 
REPAIRING— GREASING— WASHING 

1725  SHERMAN  AVE. 


ANY  TIME 
JUST  CALL  GREENLEAF  4850-51 

We'll  Call  for  Your  Car 


All's  Not  Qold 


A  wise  little  flapper  from  Troy 
Was  out  with  a  young  Irish  boy. 
When  he  slipped  her  his  pin 
She  exclaimed:  "Why  it's  tin'" 
"Bedad,"  cried  the  lad,  "That's  alloy.  " 

— Jack  o   Lantern 

Wise:  What  kind  of  an  impression  did  John  and 
Mary  make? 

Guy:  A  single  one. 

The  Burr 

Fussy  Freshman  getting  gym  towels:  Are  these 
towels  damp^ 

Obliging  Supplies  Keeper:  No,  but  we  can  sprinkle 
them  for  you. 

— Stone  Mill 

"Fm  Just  full  of  expectorations,  "  said  the  cuspidor, 
excitedly. 

Say  It  With  Music 

One  of  the  Cardinals:  What  would  you  do  if  you 
could  play  piano  like  I  can^ 

One  who  knows:  I'd  take  lessons. 

— Satyr 

Shoot  if  you  must  this  old  gray  beard — but  spell 
my  name  right  in  the  casualty  list. 

"Bang  bang!  " 
"Who's  that;!" 
"Oh,  that's  the  return  of  the  prodigal  gun." 

Enthusiastic  vender  at  stadium:  Watch  the  \\  ild- 
cats  with  a  program! 

Disgusted  rooter:  Oh,  I  have  better  luck  using  my 
eyes. 


Trouble 

A  bedraggled,  worried  Jew,  surrounded  by  crying 
children  of  all  sizes,  sat  in  the  chair-car  of  a  trans- 
continental express  nursing  a  baby  of  about  one  and  a 
half  years.  He  was  spanking  the  baby,  mumbling  to 
himself  as  he  did  so: 

"Smeck,  you  do  it  again.  Smeck,  you  do  it  again. 
Smeck,  you  do  it  again." 

Such  seeming  cruelty  aroused  the  ire  of  a  motherly 
woman  who  sat  in  the  next  seat,  and  she  rose,  shook 
her  finger  in  his  face  and  said: 

"If  you  strike  that  baby  one  more  time  I'll  give  you 
so  much  trouble  that  you'll  never  forget  it!  " 

The  harassed  little  man  paused  with  uplifted  arm 
and  slowly  raised  his  patient  eyes  to  hers. 

"Lady,"  he  said,  "'Vy  lady,  my  wife  is  in  de  baggage 
coach  ahead,  she's  dead,  and  I  ain't  got  no  place  to 
bury  her.  And  my  daughter  Rifka  is  in  de  Pullman, 
and  she's  goin'  to  he\'  a  baby,  and  she  ain't  got  no 
husband.  And  dot  ked  has  just  thrown  m\'  het  out 
of  de  winder.  And  I'm  on  de  wrong  train  and  I  don't 
know  where  I'm  goin'.  And  dis  baby  has  ruined  my 
clothes  and  my  baggage  is  lost.  Trouble !  Lady,  you 
give  me  trouble?     ME?"  V.  M. 


Tirerttv-eiiiht 


Put  your 
pipe  on 

P.A. 


WHAT  you  get  out  of  a  pipe 
depends  on  what  you  feed  it. 
Millions  of  contented  jimmy- 
pipers  will  tell  you  that  Prince 
Albert  commands  a  pipe  to  stand 
and  deliver.  You  suspect  you  are 
in  for  some  grand  pipe-sessions 
the  minute  you  get  a  whiff  of 
P.  A.'s  aroma. 

The  first  pipe-load  confirms 
your  suspicions.  What  a  smoke, 
Fellows!  Remember  when  you 
asked  for  the  last  dance  and  she 
said  "You've  had  it!"?  P.  A.  is 
cool,  like  that.  And  sweet  as  know- 
ing that  she  didn't  really  mean  it. 


Sweet  and  mellow  and  mild  and 
long-burning. 

Put  your  pipe  on  P.  A.  You  can 
hit  it  up  to  your  heart's  content, 
knowing  in  advance  that  P.A. 
will  not  bite  your  tongue  or  parch 
your  throat.  That  one  quality 
alone  gets  P.A.  into  the  best 
smoke -fraternities.  And  then 
think  of  all  its  other  qualities! 

p.  A. 


J  sold  every- 
where in  tidy  red  tins, 
pound  and  half-pound 
tin  humidors,  and 
pound  crystal-glass 
humidors  with  sponge- 
moistener  top.  And 
always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  re- 
moved by  the  Prince 
Albert  process. 


Fringe  albert 

—  no    other    tobacco    is    like    it! 


Tiventv-nine 


|\pRTH\V\ViE/TlEIDrN  f^iUiDPILir  pAIRII^OT 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twentj^  Aimer  Coe  styles. 

Aimer  Coe  &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orringlon  at  Church  Street 


Ettykette 


In  my  gaudy  pennoned  rooms 

Reeking  with  tobacco  fumes 
I  deliberate  until  the  East  is  pink; 

And  the  question  that  I  ponder, 

It  is  neither  here  nor  yonder, 
Yet  it  never  fails  to  make  me  sit  and  think. 

My  dilemma  may  seem  strange 

To  the  kind  who  never  change 
In  their  habits  from  one  year's  end  the  other. 

But  it  seems  as  sure  as  fate 

To  your  poet-laureate 
That  you  can't  date  up  one  dame  and  drag  another. 

And  I  add  this  corallary 

Lest  some  timid  sould  grow  chary 
To  be  welcomed  in  the  fold  of  double-crossers: 

There  are  roods  and  there  are  acres 

Packed  with  needy  undertakers, 
Starving  grave-diggers  and  "Rest  in  Peace  "  embossers, 

Who  would  gladly  tuck  away 

Under  fourteen  feet  of  clay — 
Be  you  handsome  to  no  one  besides  your  mother — 

Any  man,  in  verity, 

Who  has  the  temerity 
To  date  up  one  dame  and  then  go  drag  another. 


And  Not  a  One  Returned 

Sunday  School  Teacher  (reading):  And  there  came 
seven  virgins — 

Hard  Boiled  Harriet,  aged  3:  What's  this,  a  fairy 
tale^ 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 

"Coffee,  please!  ' 
"How'll  you  have  it,  too  hot  or  too  cold^" 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 

Dumb:  He's  a  cure  for  sore  optics  ail  right. 
Dora:  Yeh,  but  he's  hard  on  weak  necks. 

—  The  Burr 

First   bathhouse   occupant:   Are   you   dressing   for 
bathing!' 

Second  bathhouse  occupant:  No,  just  taking  my 
clothes  off  to  see  if  I  have  my  underwear  on. 

— Centaur 


"Where  did  you  get  that  hat?  " 

"Dunno.  " 

"Thought  so.     It's  mine.  " 


— Spartan  Spasms 


"Could  you  tell  me,  plizz,  mister,  where  is  the  rast 
room . ' ' 

"Escalator,  madam.  " 

"Esk  you  later?     I  gotta  go  now!" 

— Mercury 

Some  girls  are  too  young  to  know  better,  but  they 
are  willing  to  learn. 

—Pup 

Stranger:  Can  you  tell  me  how  to  get  hold  of  the 
West  Virginia  quarterback^ 

Left  Tackle:  Try  grabbing  him  around  the  neck. 

—Pitt  Panther 


^-^B 


We  understand  that  most  condemned  murderers 
become  well  posted. 

Modern  Advertising  turns  to  Truth:  "Our  W'hip- 
ping  Cream  Can't  Be  Beat.  ' 

Awful  village  person;  Will  you  be  my  model,  girl? 
Green  V.  P.:  Ill  try,  but  I'll  make  some  mistakes, 
you  know. 

—Puppet 

From  the  way  the  frosh  have  been  praising  their 
"old  home  towns  "  during  the  past  month,  one  won- 
ders whether  the  "Varsity"  song  has  been  changed 
to  the  "Our  City    song. 

"Why  are  you  walking  so  slowly'" 

"Oh,  so  that  if  1  fall  asleep  1  won't  fall  so  hard.  " 

—  Octopus 

Mrs.  Murphy  turned  to  her  husband.  "Now  that 
mither's  gone  and  left  us,  what  sort  of  a  tombstone 
would  we  be  afther  gittin'  for  her — a  plain  wan,  or 
something  elaborate?  " 

Her  husband  looked  thoughtful.  "Well,  something 
good  an'  heavy,  acushla." 


Thirty 


Confession 

You  think  that  I'm  untrue  to  you, 

And  care  but  for  your  dough? 
You  think  that  I'm  untrue  to  you. 

\\  hat  makes  you  think  it's  so^ 
^'ou  think  that  I'm  untrue  to  you. 

And  do  not  give  a  damn^ 
You  think  that  I'm  untrue  to  you? 

You  bet  your  life  I  am. 

— Chaparral 


f^!DlPPIHE"pABBQI 


^#^ 


He:  Are  you  cold? 
She:  'Bout  to  freeze! 
He:  'Want  my  coat? 
She:  If  you  please! 
He:  'Want  it  full? 
She:  Just  the  sleeves! 


Experience 


-The  Log 


And  the  co-ed  w  ho  was  attending 
a  football  game  wondered  why 
people  laughed  when  she  cried  to 
her  gallant  hero,  "Hold  him, 
George;   I  know  you  can.  " 

— Centaur 


SAMUEL    L.     PAIS 

"IT  PAYS  TO  TRADE  AT  PAIS" 

821-21}-^  CHICAGO  AVE. 

EVANSTON,  ILL. 

CLOTHING        —        SHOES 

Don't  Miss  This  Sale— it's  the  only  time 

you  can  get  Florsheim  Shoes  at  this  low  price. 


Reproduced  by  courleiv  of  TBS  new  yorkek 

The  Smith  Brothers  start  out  for  vengeance 

AND  THEN  WE  HAVE  the  electrician  who  went 
to  a  house  to  fix  the  doorbell,  but  nobody  answered 
the  door  when  he  rang  so  he  had  to  return  to  the  shop 
without  fi.xing  the  hell. 

Buckman:     My  girl  is  absolutely  perfect. 
Chorus:     Tut,  tut,  my  fine  fellou',  practice  will  do 
wonders. 

— Chaparral 

Two  lawyers  were  quarreling  so  violently  that  strong 
language  gave  way  to  blows.  One,  the  more  powerful, 
knocked  the  other  down,  exclaiming: 

"There,  you  scoundrel,  I'll  make  you  behave  like  a 
gentleman!" 

The  other,  rising,  ansv\ered  with  equal  indignation: 

"No,  sir,  never,  I  defy  you.     You  can't  do  it." 

Here's  to  the  homely  girl — I  know  seven, 
I'll  bet  a  dime  they  all  go  to  heaven; 
But  here's  a  line  in  their  defense, 
The\''re  good — but  not  from  preference. 

~Ski-U-A4ah 

Employ  the  word  cosmos  in  a  sociological  sentence. ' ' 
"These    college    dudes    cosmos    the    hell     that's 
raised  around  these  parts." 


Th  irly-one 


[\[OlRf  IH#iEf  TlEIQrN  f^'UIDPILir  p^mOJ 


Half  Off 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^ — ■     -•       .  THINK   OF 


on6 


'"Iv^^N^sTo^^r"     Phone  Univer5ity6-32-]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


"Audrey  sure  is  getting  a  big  rush." 

"Yes!    She  wears  her  clothes  like  she  buys  them." 

"What's  that  got  to  do  with  it?" 

"  In  installments!" 

— Sctir  Owl 

And  didn't  you  ever  read  of  the  man  who  swallowed 
;a  can  of  gold  paint  and  then  said,  "Oh  how  guiltv  I 
'feel  I 

— Cynic 

'  I  hear  a  lot  of  girls  are  wearing  their  dresses  a 
couple  of  inches  longer  this  year." 

"Yeah,  and  I'll  have  to  wear  this  suit  a  lot  longer 
this  year,  too. 

— Cynic 

Gather  your  kisses  while  you  may, 

Time  brings  only  sorrow, 
For  the  girls  who  are  so  free  today 

Are    chaperones    tomorrow. 

—  Yellow  Jacket 

They  say  Mary  had  a  little  Lamb.  Evidently  she 
must  have  been  the  black  sheep  of  the  family. 

— Sour  Owl 

College  Student:  Could  you  tell  me  the  fare  to 
Denver? 

Information;  (Absently  examining  dental  work) 
Sorry,  I  can't.     You  might  look  in  that  folder  there. 

College  Student:  Do  you  know  what  time  the  train 
that  leaves  here  at  three  o'clock  arrives  in  Denver? 

Information:    Nope,  can't  tell  you  that  either. 

College  Student:  Hell,  do  you  mind  if  I  take  this 
"Information"  sign  here?  It  ought  to  look  good  over 
my  dresser. 

— The  Pelican 


W    CLOTHES 

Ready-made 
And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES.  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED   STATES. 


Suits   *AO,  *45,  *50  Overcoats 


Bearly 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 

S165 


m^ 


Many  a  true  word  is  spoken  through  false 
teeth. 


■"W'as  Martha  nice  to  you  during  the 
week-end^" 

"Nice?  If  she'd  been  any  nicer,  I'd 
have  had  to  call  a  cop." 

— Jack  o'  Lantern 

"Poor  Reggie — education  got  him." 
"■What     happened?      Did    he    have    a 
breakdown  ? ' ' 

"No,  he  blew  the  dust  off  his  text- 
books and  choked  to  death." 

— Spartan  Spasms 

Mrs.  Get-Rich-Quick:  What's  de  mat- 
ter wit  yer?  Don't  eat  them  peas  wit  thet 
knife. 

Mr.  Get-Rich-Quick:  What  t'hell's 
a  matter,  ain't  it  clean  ? 

—Pup 


Thirty-two 


g 

t 

Cl-,l^l■^K 

ack  in  form 

wishing 
you 

a 

Happy 

Humorous 

New 

Year     / 

# 

\ 


Good.     That's  what   it  is 


No  USE  trying  to  put  a  definition  around 
Camel.  It  is  as  diverse  and  fugitive  as  tlie 
delicate  tastes  and  fragrances  that  Nature 
puts  in  her  choicest  tobaccos,  of  which 
Camel  is  rolled.  Science  aids  Nature  to  he 
sure  by  blending  the  tobaccos  for  subtle 
smoothness  and  mildness.  One  way  to 
describe  Camels  is  just  to  say,  "They  are 
good!" 

Somehow,  news  of  Camel  has  got  around. 


Each  smoker  telling  the  other,  we  suppose. 
At  any  rate,  its  first — in  popularity  as  well 
as  quality.  It  has  beaten  every  record  ever 
made  by  a  smoke.  Modern  smokers  have 
lifted  it  to  a  new  world  leadership. 

Camels  request  a  place  in  your  apprecia- 
tion. Try  them  upon  every  test  known. 
You'll  find  them  always  loyal  to  your  high- 
est standard. 

"Have  a  Camel!"  ©1927 


R.      J.      REYNOLDS      TOBACCO      COMPANY,      WINSTON-SALEM 


